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you for having considered me your equal in your life
work for India, I thank you for not being one of those
husbands who spend their time in gambling, racing,
women, wine, and song, tiring of their wives and children
as the little boy quickly tires of his childhood toys.
How thankful I am that you were not one of those hus-
bands who devote their time to growing rice on the
exploitation of the labour of others.
"How thankful I am that you put God and country
before bribes, that you had the courage of your convic-
tions and a complete and implicit faith in God. How
thankful I am for a husband who put God and his coun-
try before me. I am grateful to you for your tolerance
of me and my shortcomings of youth, when I grumbled
and rebelled against the change you made in our mode
of living, from so much to so little.
"As a young child,H[ lived in your parents' home;
your mother was a great and good woman: she trained
me, taught me how to be a brave, courageous wife and
how to keep the love and respect of her son, my future
husband. As the years passed and you became India's
most beloved leader, I had none of the fears that beset
the wife 'who may be cast aside when her husband has
climbed the ladder of success, as so often happens in
other countries. I knew that death would still find us
husband and wife."
For years Kasturabai performed the duties of treasurer
of the public funds which the idolized Mahatma was able
to raise by millions. There are many humorous stories
in Indian homes to the effect that husbands are nervous
about their wives* wearing any jewellery to a Gandhi
meeting; the Mahatma's magical tongue, pleading for
the downtrodden, charms the gold bracelets and diamond
necklaces right off the arms and necks of the wealthy
into the collection basket!
One day the public treasurer, Kasturabai, could not
account for a disbursement of four rupees. Gandhi duly
published an .auditing in which he inexorably pointed out
his wife's four-rupee discrepancy.
I had often told this story before classes of my Ameri-
can students. One evening a woman in the hall had
given an outraged gasp.